THE LOTTERY

George told him his mother's name, and where she lived ;
and the gentleman said, < I will call at your mother's house as
I go home, and tell her what I heard you say; and I will ask
her to let you come to my house, where you will see a little
boy of your own age, whom I should be very glad to have seen
behave as well as you did just now.'

Mr. Belton, for that was the name of the gentleman who
took notice of George, was a rich carpet manufacturer. He
had a country-house near Paddington; and the acquaintance
which was thus begun became a source of great happiness to
George. Mr. Belton lent him several entertaining books, and
took him to see many curious things in London. Ellen was
rejoiced to hear from him the praises of her son. All the
pleasure of Ellen's life had, for some months past, depended
upon this boy ; for her husband was seldom at home, and the
gloom that was spread over his countenance alarmed her,
whenever she saw him. As for Mrs. Dolly, she was no com-
panion for Ellen: her love of drinking had increased to such a
degree that she could love nothing else ; and when she was
not half intoxicated, she was in such low spirits that she sat
(either on the side of her bed, or in her arm-chair, wrapped in
a shawl) sighing and crying, and see-sawing herself; and
sometimes she complained to Maurice that Ellen did not care
whether she was dead or alive; and at others that George had
always something or other to do, and never liked to sit in her
room and keep her company. Besides all this, she got into a
hundred petty quarrels with the neighbours, who had a knack
of remembering what she said when she was drunk, and
appealing to her for satisfaction when she was sober. Mrs.
Dolly regularly expected that Ellen should, as she called it,
stand her friend in these altercations ; to which Ellen could
not always in justice consent. Ah ! said Ellen to herself one
night, as she was sitting up late waiting for her husband's
return home, it is not the having five thousand pounds that
makes people happy ! When Maurice loved to come home
after his day's work to our little cottage, and when our George
was his delight, as he is mine, then I was light of heart; but
now it is quite otherwise. However, there is no use in com-
plaining, nor in sitting down to think upon melancholy things ;
and Ellen started up and went to work to mend one of her
husband's waistcoats,
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